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JAMES 


Hazy drops of rain trickle down the window of my dark bedroom, blending in with the foggy cloud of despair 
that is my brain, as | let out a sigh of discontentment. 


These days, it seems as though the action of taking a single breath uses too much energy for my tired out 
soul. 


"You look tired today." 


Those words were said to me the other day, by a barista at my local Starbucks. Venturing outside to fuel my 
coffee addiction is something that usually brings me joy, but it just didn't meet that need that day. 


Depression is when everything that once sparked a sense of fulfillment and excitement suddenly brings you 
nothing. Instead, it weighs your whole body down and you feel like you're trapped under a pile of metal discs, 
the ones that you see at a gym, in the weightlifting section The icy metal sends everlasting chills up your 
body, but that sensation alone isn't enough to inhibit an emotion. You feel cold inside. 


Your soul feels empty; absolutely hollow. 
‘Nah, Im alright.. Didn't sleep well last night. Maybe its the weather." 


A smile pasted itself on my face as | forced myself to answer. The response was a cover-up, a façade. Gloomy 


weather affects moods. It seemed perfect, fitting. Who would question that? 
Maybe the barista didn't, but | know far too many people who would. 
‘Just wanted to check on you, dude.. Haven't heard from ya in a while.. Guess | know why." 


DJ's body peers over me like an ominous, dark shadow, and his words are laced with pure concern, something 
that | don't deserve. The idea of receiving nurture or any kind of help is foreign to me, because it's never been 


a necessity. | don't see it as one. 
| see it as dangerous, but also a waste of time. 


My body fills up with suffocating self-hatred, as | curl myself tighter into the ball l'm twisted in. Aching limbs, 


sore muscles, fatigue; that's depression. That's what l'm living. 


My eyes are closed, but my heart races. My throat feels raw, and it's threatening to close up on me. The 
weight of my own despair is crushing me, and | don't have the will to break out of it. 


Depression is when you can't breathe, but its not in a panicked kind of way. Its when you feel like you're 
drowning in your own misery and sorrow, and that is enough to emulate the sensation of choking. The 
worthlessness and shame that you're trapped in fills your body up to the brim, and you can't untangle 


yourself from the mess you're eternally living in 


For me, the despondency seems to come out of nowhere. For others, they might know it's coming. When you 
have Bipolar disorder, mood shifts and swings can feel unpredictable and sporadic, and even times when | expect 


the flip to switch, | sometimes still can't prepare myself enough for what's to come. 


Darkness is all | feel, and its all I've been used to feeling. No matter how hard | try to find my way out of the 


jumbled up tornado in my head, it doesn't seem to work, and | know that it's not in my control. The chemicals 


in my brain need a little extra TLC to be able to function properly, but that just increases the everlasting 
frustration that | have within myself. 


There's something wrong with me. 

Every day it gets more exhausting to paste on a smile in public while doing my daily tasks. Pretending that 
there's no struggle l'm enduring when there is absolutely one of the most horrific battles I'm fighting 
constantly is soul-crushing. 


"l know you probably feel really sucky right now, dude.. Im here for you." 


DJ's words continue to swim through the room, but my brain's ability to comprehend them is defective. My 


mind is a cloud of fog. | can't focus. 

| can't do anything 

| don't want to. 

Depression sucks all ounces of drive and motivation away, and my ambitions only wither down more, the longer 
that | go on lying to myself and everyone around me. | dont want anyone to worry, but unfortunately, it 
seems as though no matter what | do or how much | try to convince them to let me be, they won't. 

They won't stop caring about me. 

As more rain drops fall, my eyes slowly open, and | ask myself why? 

Why do they care about me? 

As this thought goes through my head, my body involuntarily shivers. The bed that l'm laying in is giving me a 
sense of protection, the blankets that I'm wrapped in trick me into believing that I'm concealed from all of the 
demons I've tried to run from. 

It's all a le. 

My body feels like it's sinking into the cushions of the mattress, but I'm not going anywhere. As much as | 
want to wish my existence away, it just won't fuckin’ happen.. Sure, I'm sucked into the darkness of this room, 
with the only light coming from the cracks of my blinds, but I'm still here. | may think l'm hiding, but that's all 
it is. 

| can try to keep myself from being seen, but that doesn't grant me the wish of disappearing completely. 


| brought my guitar with me buddy.. Thought you'd wanna hear some killer tunes." 


My eyes are open, but DJ's body is just a blob of black My surroundings feel blurred together, and | have no 
capability to see colors. Everything in existence is either black, white, or gray. There are no colors; no rose- 
tinted lenses to look through or see out of. 


If DJ views the world through brightness and vibrancy, | do the opposite. My body can't hold onto happiness or 


pleasure. My brain can't latch onto that. I'm weaved into a knot of desensitization, numbness. 
| don't feel anything Yet, | feel everything 


DJ's mouth moves, but | can't make out the words. Another exhausted sigh slips from my lips, as my body 
feels limp against the mattress. Every ounce of energy that | thought | had is gone. | have no will in me to do 
a damn thing but just lay here. 


"James..." 


My gaze is locked on the black cloud that is DJ. His arm is reached out to me, but | can't find it in me to grab 
ahold of it. Instead, he grabs my hand and l'm given a tight squeeze; a grounding sensation 


"Listen to me, buddy." 


Slowly but surely, | begin to make out the smaller details of the distorted cloud in front of me. The outline is 
transforming into something that looks a lot more like DJ than a few moments ago. The shape of his Mohawk 
is prominent, along with his wide doe-like eyes. This, however, doesn't help the chances of my brain untangling 


itself increase. 


"I know what's goin on, okay? Your brain is being a real asshole and I'm not havin’ it. You're the last person on 
this whole fuckin’ earth who deserves to go through this." 


Here we go.. DJ telling me all these good things.. Why is he even here with me right now? He should be at home 
living his life, not babysitting me because | dont know how to function like a human being.. He's wasting his energy.. 
You know that.. You know that you dont deserve shit.. You know he's lying fo you 

He's lying to you just lke everyone else has 

The tension in my face gives me a pulsating sensation throughout my temples. DJ's grip on my hand hasn't 
loosened. In fact, it's only gotten tighter, and | know he wants to get my attention. He wants to gravitate my 
focus away from the darkness within. 


"What can | do, buddy?" 


Nothing.. Dont do anything, DJ. Please.. Leave me alone.. Let me drown in my despair.. | don’t have the drive to do 
anything else.. 


Please... 


If | had the energy to speak, | would let him know that, but | can't. The muscles in my own hand don't feel 
strong enough to squeeze DJ's back. 


The only ounce of movement | manage is pressing my face onto the pillow of my bed. Face down. Hidden 


Concealed 
| can vaguely hear DJ let out a soft sigh, and a chill shoots through my whole body. 
"Oh, James... 


His begins to run his fingers through my unwashed hair, and all that does is lead me to curl up even tighter. 
My body is too exhausted to flinch. | don't even have the drive to pull away from the touch, even though | 


don't deserve it. 


| wish | could ask him why he's comforting me, and why he's trying to provide assistance when there's no need 
to. | wish | could tell him that I'm okay and that | don't need anyone with me. | wish | could say that | would 


rather let myself slowly rot away in this room than accept love from others.. 
There's so much that | wish | could do, but none of it is possible. 
"I hate seeing you like this, man.. | want to help, but you gotta tell me what | can do..” 


DJ speaks gently, but the words are full of pain and anguish. | can't wrap my head around the fact that he's 
hurting because of my pain.. He wants to erase my suffering, but that's my own job. Its not his responsibility 
to take care of me when | have a mind of my own.. | should be able to get myself together.. | shouldn't be 


laying here like a lifeless vegetable because my own mind is working against me. | should be able to control 


this! 


"Look man.. | might not know exactly what you're experiencing right now, but I'm not gonna leave ya here.. | 


know that's probably what you want me to do." 


No shit! DJ please.. you're wasting your time! Go home! Go live your life freely! You dont need to stay here with 
me.. You don’t need fo torture yourself lke this. | hate being a burden fo you.. You dont need my mess fo 


untangle.. 


DJ continues massaging my head in a soothing pattern, but | can't stand the nurture he's giving me. My own 
heart feels like it's about to crack in half and burst open / dont deserve this./ dont deserve this.. | dont deserve 
this.. 


A sharp stabbing pain suddenly shoots through my stomach, and | accidentally allow a hitched breath to 
escape my lips. My eyes squeeze shut at the dagger-like pain, but | know it's all on me. | have no appetite, but 


my body wants to fight back. This is my stomach's way of saying ‘feed me." 
Will | listen? Definitely not 


l'm undeserving of everything, and that includes nourishment, hydration, love, care, nurture, assistance, help, 


happiness, success, drive, motivation, fulfillment, a life worth living- 


A deep breath from DJ pulls me away from the dark pit of my head for just a moment. My face is still 
pressed into the pillow, so | can't see the expression on his face, but | bet it's full of hurt.. 


Causing others pain.. What else is new? 
"James.. Did you eat today?" 


My stomach immediately flip flops at the question, but | should have expected it. Tears of frustration are 
beginning to form in my eyes, but | feel fuckin’ numb.. Unmotivated.. Empty.. Hollow.. Exhausted.. 


"Not hungry." 


My words sound muffled due to the pillow squishing my face. | don't know how | even managed to get those 
words out, but | did My energy stores are absolutely drained.. | have nothing left. 


"I know, buddy.. But ya still gotta eat, dude.. Even if you feel shitty.. You need food.” 


No.. | don't need food DJ. | need to be left alone so | can suffer in silence.. You dont need to be here.. There's no 


damn poit.. 

Somehow, I'm able to roll my body over to the other side of my bed.. | can't look at DJ.. | don't want to make 
eye contact with him.. | just want to be alone.. | don't want anyone near me.. | don't want company.. | don't want 
comfort.. 

DJ, however, doesn't leave. The only reason | know that he hasn't left is because | still feel his gentle hands 
running through my hair. There's no way for me to stop him, so | don't. | just wish that | could drill the facts 
into his brain: That Im not worth using his energy for. 


"You gotta at least drink somethin’ then." 


The sound of the pouring rain is mixing in with DJ's voice. Every sound around me is blurring together. | can't 


distinguish what is what, and who is who.. How can |? 
Nothing freakin’ makes sense. 


‘James. I'm only sayin’ this ‘cause | care about you.. and I'm really worried right now." 


An involuntarily shiver shakes my body, and | suddenly feel my blanket being pulled tighter over me. The 
mattress that l'm curled up onto feels cold.. Everything feels so cold 


"l'Il be here if you wanna talk, alright?" 


DJ begins rubbing his hand up and down the length of my spine. | wonder if he feels the bones that are jutting 
out, and if he does.. is he hurting because of it? There's no drive in me to care, or do anything to change the 


fact that this is the situation we're both in at this moment. 


I'm sick, but | think this is my destiny. l'm on this earth for a reason.. Maybe life is meant to be for suffering. 
If it is, then | think I've done a good job at that.. If it isn't.. well.. | haven't used my time on this earth 
productively... 


If life is meant to be a positive experience, its not for me. Right now, it's not. Sometimes | wonder if I've left 
my mark on the world.. If | decided to leave the earth, would there be a strong enough impression of me? Or 


am | not finished leaving imprints on the people around me? 


Then again, why is there any need to burden any more people with my energy? I've done enough damage to 
the people around me just by being here. If they're sticking around through this distorted mess, then 


something is wrong with them.. 


They need to get their act together, because there's something wrong with me. Why would they stay with 


someone like me? A mental case. A burden Someone who has absolutely nothing to offer to the world? 


The longer that | allow my exhausted body to sink into the bed, the faster the ruminating thoughts begin to 
spiral in my head. If DJ has said anything to me, | haven't heard a damn word. It's just me and my thoughts 


now.. It's all | can focus on.. 


Get it together boy! What the hell is wrong with you? Youre pathetic, James, you know that? You're seriously 
laying here frozen because you can't find the motivation fo get your ass out of bed, and DJ is here watching you 
Ike he's your caretaker! Youre in your freakin’ forties for God's sake! You need to pull yourself out of this already, 


This is ridiculous.. 
"Don't listen to it, buddy.. It's lying to you, man." 


Whats the point of moving anyway? There's no point.. There's no point in trying to gain the strength to do 
anything. There's no point because you know that you cant.. You cant do anything.. Youre a piece of crap.. You 
deserve to drown in your own despair. You deserve fo let yourself starve and rot away.. If you do, your pain will 


disappear and you'll save others from having to deal with your mess. 


The voices in my head feel so familiar. They've become comfortable. Self-hatred is what | live on the daily... 
However, it still hurts just as bad. As much as l'm used to the noise that l'm deafened by, it doesn't get 


easier being tormented by it all the time.. even if | believe every single word that my mind shoots out at me. 
My body feels heavier with every moment that passes by. | feel like someone put a thousand bricks on top of 
me, and I'm being crushed. My insides feel like they've been ripped out and twisted into the most contorted 
position known to man. My hands are shaking from under the blanket l'm swimming in, and my chest feels 
knotted. My stomach is absolutely hollow, yet | feel like I'm about to get sick. 


My own emotions are poisoning me. 


Nevertheless, the devious voice in my head continues, every word bringing a whole new level of insufferable 


torture to my ever hollow shell of a soul. 

Dont they deserve a break from you? They don’t need any more of your shit to deal with.. It would be a breath 
of fresh air if they have you off their back. Wouldn't life be easier for you too? You wouldn't have to feel a 
damn thing if you just evaporated into nothingness. 

A strained breath slips from my lips at the tape playing in my head, as my body curls into itself even more 
than before. | feel cocooned.. It should be giving me a sense of safety, but | feel the farthest from safe. When 
my mind starts doing shit like this, | know I'm not okay.. 

I'm really not okay, but there's no point. There's no point in letting anyone know that. Save them the trouble.. 


"When you're silent like this | know your brain is fucking with you.. The shit it's telling you isn't real.. That | 


can promise you, dude." 


The second that | register DJ's voice and am able to separate it from the thoughts in my head, my lips 


immediately quiver. 


How can you say that DJ? How can you even say that when | know the truth? Stop lying fo me.. | know you're 
Just saying that to make me feel better.. Just be honest with me.. Just... Leave me alone already.. 


| don't even realize that | let out a sniffle until the pillow that my face is pressed onto suddenly feels wet. My 


body flushes with humiliation and shame, but | can't run away. 
All| want to do is escape, but I'm frozen. My limbs are numb, and my soul is locked up. 
"Hey... 


DJ's voice reverberates through my bedroom, and the concern stabs me in my stomach.. My hollow, yet 


completely full to the brim stomach.. Tears continue to pour out of my eyes and onto the pillow. | can't stop 


them. 


| can't stop them even though that's all | want to do.. 


When everything feels like it's too much, and the weight is too heavy to carry, itll pour out.. My body can't 
hold onto it.. Its fuckin’ exhausted.. It's burnt out.. 


/m burnt out. The flame inside of me has been withered down to the ashes. It's done.. 

| feel done. 

"James, it's okay..." 

No, its not okay! | hate when you fell me that because you dont know.. You have no fuckin’ idea.. 

As my water works continue to release silent tears, | feel DJ's hand wrapping around my back. That's when | 
slowly force myself to roll back over to face him, only my eyes are still closed. | immediately hide my face in 
my arms, but that doesn't stop DJ from locking me in a comforting embrace.. 

"Ya gotta let it out, dude.. It's just us here, alright? | know how fuckin’ rough this is for you, but you're gonna 
get through this.. You've gotten through it other times.. There's no reason why you won't make it out this 


time." 


| wish | could believe him, but it's so hard.. Deep down, | long for the comfort I'm receiving but it feels too far 


out of reach to grab at the moment.. 
"I'm tired." 


My words are full of exhaustion, and they're spoken with no emotion.. Nothing but hollowness, but on the 
inside, I'm bleeding out.. | want this to end.. | just want it all to stop. 


"| know James..”. 

DJ takes one of my hands and gives it a tight squeeze, as he continues holding me with the other. | don't have 
the will to open my eyes, so | keep them closed, but even so, | could swear | hear a tiny sniffle in his voice. l'm 
absolutely silent. 

"I can't imagine how exhausted you are.. But buddy.. You gotta keep fighting it.. You gotta beat the shit outta 
your demons.. You're stronger then ‘em dude.. You can't let them win. | know the real you, and he's a badass 
motherfuckal" 


He releases his hand from mine and runs his fingers through my hair again. 


"You gotta let it run its course.. Not all days are like this, buddy.. This won't last forever, even if it feels like 


it will." 


The moment after DJ says that, | force myself to open my eyes; letting my tear stricken face meet his 


concerned and loving demeanor. 
| can't get myself to say anything to him, so | don't. Instead, | muster up the strength to squeeze his hand. 


| dont deserve your kindness, DJ. but.. thank you for being here.. Maybe one day Il be able to take your words to 
heart, but for right now HI just force myself to hear them.. 


Who knows if he can read my mind.. | just hope that he recognizes that even if | can't express my gratitude 
for him, it's there. 


Because sometimes just having someone with you is enough.. Even when you convince yourself that you dont need 


anyone. 


Everyone needs someone. 


